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open the door of the car and leaped into the stream.
And we joined the struggling mass of skinny men,
floundering in the water.

As with a shout of triumph we pushed the car on to
firm ground, rain began to fall in slow, heavy drops,
which slithered in streaks down our sandy thighs and
turned the ground by the river into slimy mud, so that
even the supple Arabs began to slip and fall to the joy
of their comrades. Now we gathered behind the open
truck to rush it across the river with the engine roaring
in bottom gear, but half-way across the back wheels
began to spin round and sink deep into the slime, the
engine stopped, and, with a squelch, the truck settled
down into the mud. The rain fell with a loud pattering
noise. It was bitterly cold. We took out the iron trays
from the back of the truck and began the slow labour
of moving the car forward foot by foot, hour by hour.

The Arabs toiled merrily, straining their sinews vigor-
ously against the truck, when Glubb in a quiet voice
gave the order for a fresh effort, and frolicked joyously
together while we considered the next move. When
they were not heaving under the truck, the Arabs now
walked in pairs, hand in hand, to avoid falling. At last
the truck moved with a roaring jerk, hesitated for an
instant while we strained frantically, and then lurched
forward, spattering us anew with mud, and churned
onwards on to firm ground.

As we slithered after it, an Arab took my hand and
held it firmly for support. When we reached the solid
earth he still gripped my hand. He smiled into my eyes,

" Nice/' he said, and laughed and turned away.